The Wrong German 


Sheila and Tracey 
prob of souriness in them and tone 


they're sociable and he drinks beer--blue white coleman cooler 
they had pink w soft drinks --fruko w vodka his pink almost luminous 
THE GIGGLES 


splashing brillances--squien under shades 
Youre a gas! Whydin't we talk before! 


2d trip to Ger to apol and overapol etc 
the wd naughty 


Best money in the world! You see smash-ed flat and now 

not master race Hitler was a vicious dog. low class person . fool. 
But now you see we are how you Say go up, ascending and 
americans, llimeys, French down go! 


planes on his walls 


MORE THAN ONE WARNING THAT WHAT SHE SAYS SHE DOES 
not the best not the worst 


blowing in the vind etc 


guy and wife and girlfriend and brag german 


wife: i call him Hans because of his...hands. 

other: he's good with them all right, 

wife: but his instrument's 

bassoon 

other: nothing wrong with that either. another giggle gale 


I'm gonna tell him calmly--s here he tells him front 


that'd be the Budweiser or justice. He goes instantly erect for 
something called justice. 

then give him more bud 

Every man oughta have a hobby, no matter how far removed from 


reality. 

my husb isjustice 

he does and can't understand the reaction of shock 
and a few tears 


He...cried. By Christ | must've said something right.-- 
hero really full of his justification here and proud! 
he told teddybear by mistake; guy tht spoke an hour 


that guy's a big fat heart on two legs. | can't tell you 

haw much | borrowed from him to tide me over to payday 

at wedding --touchy squeezy but not dirty and takes to lunch at best places 
of which there is one in that flyspeck dump ofa town 

wife: now that | know that, I'll drap a hint when we all get back 

| can't guarantte that he won't eventually want more for his lunches. 

Well I'm glad of that. 

Hey the frau's back in Hamburg fucking sailors. that's life. 

male scandalized 


girl: Oh Robby let us talk our way, it's harmless 


girls have comdy routine about bowin in vind 
He's young and slim and pink like a baby! 

| always liked babies. 

arrogant though. 


whast do you want from babies? 

Do you like big babies? 

Bigger the better. 

| empha the big 

which way? 

way | want you to get interested 

BROOD fantail 

he goes to apol and it's his decision, no gallant for 
girl of HUSB for wife who confides to friend it's over: 
mistake for young countryman of yours 

Aphrodite 

Give it nasty edge in that wife, sensing his reeling, tries to persuade 


girl to screw--love her anyway and he had been slipping away. It's 
going to be divorce and | can't wait anymore to have it take its 


natural way. He won't move and | don't evidence have enough to move on 
him since he's such a dull bastard. 


So, | can be really angry and oh so 
horribly 

horribly 

horribly 

hurt--real so ult!imantely be-TRAY=ed 
method acting 


girl: what's in it for me. 
wife: not the best not the worst. 


girl: Well that's my life so far 
Wife: Straight C. C+ after a joint. 


girl: One joint's as good as another esp since world is run by white 
males w c averages. 


tonight in Chios I'll go to the balcony and present my mourful tits up 
to the monster moon, 


girl: really lean back. highleight the headlights 


wife: stare down at the marble ruins, Bitch!, and classically but discretely 
weep. you sneak in and hop into bed with him , reach for his infamous digit 
and he'll never know the difference--he knows history, 

that's all-- then I'll bust in at the grand climax. 


gir: just take your cue from me. | squeal, ordinarily...and inordinately 
--unless | forget to. 


concentrate. 


What if he keeps sleeping? And there am | in all my tobasco-cunt want! 
| tell you Just rub up against him. He's quick. Much too. 


Youre not kidding. polaroid glasses put on 

nope--sees twin heres and likes, changes mouth 

--they're look at reflecs in window heavy lipsstick 

like slick mag illustration 

i don't do much kidding myself so you'd better think twice. 
that light like mag illustration--turning life into 

you want anything else? 


not that you can give me. 

can he? 

you be the judge 

| was going to say nor anybody else. 

3 beats I'Il-lllll... 

Ma'm? 

Do it or the giggles. And then they really giggle and the good German 
is annoyed while trying to put as much space as poss between then and him. 
--sees the three of them as his tormenters 

double-header 

one has an instinct 

| do feel bit cheat for further black of reputa 

lets knock one leg off meange de trois 

soemtime after | get over being distraught. 

You" need comforting after you throw him out. 

How would it look? 

Like yours I'm guessing. 

the he while apologizing heer them laughing and german 

gives just a little since he's been devasted. 


| don't know if I'm ready for that yet. 


Well don't knock it until you ...(or reverse) 


